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When you move to a new country and you practice and share your
culture, whether it's music, art, dance or story, your culture comes alive in a
new place and in a new way.

- Rose Brown,
ECCQ Community Leadership Program Manager

PROJECT BACKGROUND

In partnership with the Islamic Women's One of the highlights was a camp by the river at
Association of Australia (IWAA), the Ethnic Maroochydore. Pam ran a storytelling workshop
Communities Council of Queensland (ECCQ) where she demonstrated the structure of stories,
delivered the Community Leadership Program fo then participants chose picture cards to stimulate
women from Afghanistan, Iraq, Syria, and Iran in ideas, encouraged the women to make drawings
February — April 2018. and write their story to share with the group.

Rose Brown from ECCQ and Beengul Ali from We recorded stories from 10 participants,

IWAA worked together to deliver the 10-week franscribed and translated them in three
program. We worked with Pam Blamey a languages: Dari, English and Arabic and here
storyteller who attended most sessions and told they are . ..

traditional folk tales.

The Community Leadership Program is funded by the Australian Government Department of Social Services.
Visit www.dss.gov.au for more information
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PAMS’ REFLECTIONS

A friend told me about ECCQ'’s
storytelling workshops involving art to
empower women back in March 2017.
| went along to get a feel for how this
might work for me as | was interested in
working with refugees as a storyteller.
The idea of sharing stories from our
different cultures intrigued me from the
point of view of refugees and migrants
learning to tell their own stories, but
also to tell their traditional stories in
English, to keep those stories alive in
their culture and to share them with
fellow Australians, enriching our culture
too. The workshop was attended by

a diverse group including new arrivals
and Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander
women and we shared stories and
movement. Part of the discussion was
how women express their stories in
different art media and the decision
was made to hold an exhibition of the
women'’s art at the Eritrean restaurant
called Mu’ooz in West End.

This was my first public outing as a
storyteller and | told the story of The
Cracked Pot. ECCQ published a
booklet to commemorate the project,
For Women By Women: Sharing stories
of strength, resilience and leadership
through art (2017).

| was later excited to be involved in
another ECCQ project involving women

as a resident storyteller. The project,
delivered by ECCQ’'s Community
Leadership Program in partnership

with the Islamic Women's Association
Australia (IWAA), was held over 10
weeks from February to April 2018.
During the program, | told the story

of The Sign of the Tassel (by Kathleen
Ragan and found in Fearless Girls, Wise
Women & beloved Sisters). Other stories
| told were The Farmer’s Donkey, and All
is Connected (Congo).

When | say told, | really mean read
with expression because this was my
first experience of storytelling with

two interpreters, one in Dari and one

in Arabic. The women came from
Afghanistan, Iran, Iraqg, Egypt and Syria.
Some are highly educated and some
are not yet literate, but all of them are
delightful, friendly, warm-hearted and
curious women, keen to learn and seftle
in their new country.

The program culminated in a residential
weekend away together on the banks
of the Maroochy River on the Sunshine
Coast, north of Brisbane. The camp was
a marvellous opportunity for the women
to have time for themselves away from
home, and they made the most of it,
relaxing at the water's edge, a frip to
the beach, dancing and, of course,
telling stories.
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After dinner on the Friday evening,

the tables were moved back for some
music and dancing. | told the story

of Stone Soup, using Eirwen Malin’s
version from her book, Sharing Stories:
Sharing Understanding (given to me
personally by Eirwen when we met at
the Storytelling for Health Conference

in Wales, June 2017). I read from the
heart with the two translators, phrase by
phrase. Two of the older women had
banned mobile phones and earplugs
and the young people in the front row
sat still, their faces attentive, their eyes
wide and shining. Galila said there was
a similar story in her country and a Syrian
woman knew the same story and got
up and told it, this fime with English and
Farsi translators. Then a young woman
from Egypft rose to tell a story about a
rabbit who was sick and tired of carrofs
and leftuce. He visits birds, who offer
him seeds, ducks who offer him fish, and
a lion who offers him meat before he is
ready to go home to his mother ... for
carrots and lettuce!

The next morning 40 women attended
my storytelling workshop in which |
facilitated them drawing or writing a
story, their own or one known to them,
using picture cards and loosely based
on the structure of Mooli Lahad’s Six Part
Story Method.

The aim of the workshop was to make
meaning between ourselves and the
world to gain understanding, as well as

to build hope, resilience, resourcefulness
and community.

e How can we use story to make
meaning of our experiences?

* How can we use story to build
understanding of ourselves and
others?

e Stimulate memory of story

e Write and remember a story, recent
or past

e Shared experience and memories
help healing

e Learning the structure of a story

* Have fun in sharing and building
understanding.

| had the assistance of Rose Brown

with Zahra Assafi and Zahra Shadanloo
interpreting in Dari and Arabic. Several
women relished the chance to speak up
and to tell their story to the group. The
stories they told were poignant, funny or
very moving. There was a goose-bump
moment when a daughter read her
mother’s story about love-letters flying up
with birds — it sounded like poetry.

| hope you enjoy reading the stories in
these pages as much as | loved hearing
them told orally. They are transcribed
here in English, Dari and Arabic. | would
like to thank ECCQ for this opportunity
and | thank all the women involved from
the bottom of my heart.









GALILA

Look at each other. Every one of us has their own special story, because every one

of us is in a unique way special. Sometimes we need to value ourselves. You need to
value yourself; you need to have high self-esteem. Don't let people look down on you,
in which case you will have a low self-esteem. We should remember that all of us are
important.

A few weeks ago, | had the honour of attending a camp with this group. It was a really
good opportunity for everyone to share their experiences and opinions with others. In
my opinion sharing ideas is the main reason for the development and progress of each
one of us. It is a way of learning. It is like putting one stone on top of the other in order to
build.

In the camp | saw a card showing a group pf people holding hands. That picture in a
way depicted my own story. Because my own story of fravelling to Australia and living
here shows that fogether we can do many things. Sometimes we need to offer our
hand and help somebody o stand up and let it go when the time is right. That person
may in turn offer his/her hand to another person.

Women need to support each other and be able to rely on each other. This was the
very idea behind the formation of IWAA some 25 years ago. When | came to Australia

| didn't have anybody here but didn’t sit in a corner feeling sad for myself. | went out
and approached the people for help. | wanted to find out how | could get help and
also help others. | started building my own network; | relied on myself, my family and my
friends. The idea was how to help each other and grow together. We started from a
small group and have progressed to where we are today. We therefore must support
one another so that we can do great things, the things that we cannot do on our own.
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Ebtesam

Shepherd and his flute

Once upon a fime there was a shepherd who loved to play his flute. He loved to
wander in the forest and play his flute. He liked his flute a lot. He was playing his flute
passionately and his music was resonating in the forest.

One day whilst he was playing his music as usual he noficed a group of animals who
were busy arguing with each other. But when they heard the shepherd’s flute they
stopped arguing and began fo listen to the shepherd playing his flute. When the
shepherd noticed that the animals had gone quiet he realized that when the music is
played passionately and sincerely it can affect everyone.

This story shows that if we are sincere and do things wholeheartedly we can have a
positive effect on people around us.
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Fahimeh

Animals have feelings

My story is not about humans but about animals. Because we humans think that
animals don't have any feelings which is not true. But because they don’t speak our
language and don't express their feelings in the language that we understand we think
in this way.

Many years ago when there was a war going on in my country, my cousin who was
living near us decided to go to another city because of the constant attacks. They
had two beautiful and valuable canaries which they were not able to take along with
themselves. So she left them with me. | looked after them very well like they were my
own birds and | got attached to them. Every day, close to sunset, | used to take the
birds to our beautiful garden, which was full of trees and flowers, so that they wouldn’t
miss their owners.

One day there was a big explosion near my house. And the shockwaves were so
massive that | thought that the walls would collapse. As luck would have it, the birds
were in the garden. When | went to see what had happened to the birds one of them
was already dead and the other one was in shock. My husband asked me fto geft rid of
the dead one but | said no. Because | thought that if my cousin comes back and sees
the cage empty she may think that somebody left the cage’s door open and the bird
escaped or my children, who were very young at the tfime, had played with the bird
and killed it. | put it in a plastic bag and put it in the freezer.

After a few months, they came back; they came for the birds to take them back. When
I showed her the cage with only one bird in it she eyed me strangely. Quite possibly
they thought what | guessed they would think. | brought the bird’s dead body and
showed them and explained what had happened and that the bird may have died

as aresult of a heart attack. At this time when the bird in the cage saw the other bird’s
dead body it began to squeal loudly unfil it collapsed. | ook the bird out of the cage
and gave it water and genftly rubbed its body fill it came back. But the bird never sang
again. And all of us were very sad for that bird. Every time | remember that story | feel
very sad. Because we think that birds have no feelings.

My children and | have special feelings for the animals ever since but as losing them
makes me very sad | don’t keep any animal. But | always keep a special bowl for
the birds in the back yard and sometimes take leftover food to the park and leave it
for them.
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Faiza

The boy and the frain

One day a boy wanted to go somewhere but he was getting late. The train was running
late. He was impatiently waiting for the train’s arrival. From the distance he saw a train
approaching the station and thought that it was the frain that he had been waiting for,
but the train didn’t stop in that station at all. He got very angry and waited for the next
frain with folded arms. He kept looking at the monitor displaying the train’s arrival time
with aghast but he was a young boy and could not read and this made him even more
angry. The boy did not even know which train he needed to get. He needed to calm
down and try to understand where he needed to go but he was very angry and upset.
A train arrived at the station after a while. The boy got on the train but suddenly realised
that it was not his train. He started to ask the other passengers where that train was
going and where they were. Finally, one of the passengers told the boy that he was on
the wrong train and he got off it at the following station. He was supposed to wait for his
train but as the boy did not have patience he decided to walk home.
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Fatemeh

Young lovers

One day a young boy and a young girl met in a park and after seeing each other a
few times they became interested in one another. They then decided to inform their
families about this. After a few meetings their families gave their consent for the young
couple to get married. The two families then began to get ready for the marriage
ceremony. They bought wedding supplies and household goods. The bride chose a
purple dress for her wedding gown and the young groom chose a black suit. Finally, the
wedding day arrived and everybody was happy. When the time came to cut the cake
it fell to the ground so they didn’t have any cake to cut. People kept looking at each
other astonished but all of a sudden they began to laugh and everybody enjoyed the
wedding.
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Madineh

Butterfly and the boy

There was a boy who really loved butterflies. He would usually go to the park to watch
them. One day when he was outside, he found an injured butterfly on the ground
which couldn’t fly. He then took it to his mother at home to look after it. After the boy
had taken care of the butterfly for a while, it got better. He took it to the park and
released it. The little boy was so happy.



Dari
'd‘).mg K} ‘\_‘l\}‘):l.

4S Do S e S lhan b Al gy Ll () Bl b o) Gl (e Crusd ) L A3l A4S 35 s s D50
S sy A 15 Cansil 5 a9 3500 (ad HAS 20 | A5 5 S a5 438 s 4l 5 LI ) SO 4o Sy

1y 4l 5yt S sy S (5280 A5 30 31 5 3 m ANA Ay 352 L1y o Bl g (5 poe 31 b3y (B pde i 95A L 1y 4 5y
39 Sk A )y Al 55 S pusse S 315y 00 Cansil giaa 4dl 5 534S 55 2 Dy 2 S 5 leRI O sapala AL
s dadisn Hlue 2SSl a5 5 4y 3 50 4] 55 4S5 CS a3 S Bl

Arabic

Laie a1 aal g clsl dl) 481 el dalad) Agaaldl ) candy salall (8 (S 5 il @l By nm 8 Al OIS
S Ul 8 anl il L3l o) julal) LalSaly al 5 oY e A shae Abas 481 8 e e (z Al 8 oS
g il

Al sneall Jalall S5 i Lgillal 5 dalall Apaall ) ey Wadal s 481 &) aum g lend (3 ypald 5 il Ly sliic Y
s salad)




Sima

Homing pigeon

Many years ago there were birds which jobs were to deliver letfters. It could be a love
letter which could bring happiness or a sad letter which could bring tears fo the eyes.
They always worked together to deliver the letters so that the job could be done faster.
They usually did their journeys together so that they could be happy on the way. The
birds weren't responsible for the contents of the letters; they just delivered them so they
were happy with their job.
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Zahra

Hands

The photo | chose was a photo of hands which were holding each other. | chose it
because | believe hands are a very important part of our body. They can be really
gentle, relieve sad hearts or raise them and be happy, but at the same time they can
be so terrible and hurt someone. Everything happening in the world is happening by
powerful hands. We should believe in the power we have in our hands. It is for us to
decide how fo use them. We can use power in our hands to make a peaceful, happy
world with less bad news in it. In our culture we believe in miracles, and | believe god
has put this miracle in hands. So let’s hold our hands together to make happier better
world.
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Pam

The little mermaid by Hans Christian Andersen

Once upon a time there was a little mermaid living in the ocean. She fell in love with
a prince on the land. She went to the witch at the bottom of the ocean and asked
the witch to change her so that she could be on the land. So she grew feet but when
she walked it was like walking on broken glass and it was really painful. When she
went to the party to see the prince, she saw that another princess was dancing with
him already. And she couldn’t go back to be a mermaid again. It is a story about
the women who give too much of themselves. Women should value themselves. So
you can love and have a wonderful relationship but you must love yourself and value
yourself.
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Rose

Grandmother Shafiga went missing

Shafiga is Sima's mum. She is the loveliest mother and grandmother that | have ever
seen. She had come to the camp with her daughters, Sima and Yalda, and her
grandchildren Tina and Kosar. There was a big room in the camp where people were
coming to have their food and take part in other programmes. And each family had
their own little cabin, which was situated along the river. After breakfast on Saturday
morning, Shafiga decided to go back to her cabin. But all the cabins looked the same
to her and she couldn’t find hers. And she kept walking and walking, she walked
passed the reception office.

She kept walking until she reached the end of the road. She walked a long distance
and finally at the end of the road she arrived at a club. She entered the club and

as she was very thirsty she asked for a littfle water to drink. She kept waiting there for

her daughter, Sima. But meanwhile Sima couldn’t find her mother and was very, very
worried. And then she asked Bingulgo for help. Everybody was asking have you seen
grandmother Shafiga, have you seen her. Finally, they went to the reception office and
asked them. The lady who was working there said that she had seen her going past the
reception. Everybody was getting more and more worried. So Bingulgo, Zahra, and the
rest of the family got in the van fo look for grandmother Shafiga. They stopped at the
club building at the end of the road and saw that Shafiga was sitting there waiting for
them. Everybody was very happy when Shafiga was finally found.
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Fahimeh

Woman in a red dress

Itis a really frue and sad story but everyone needs to hear it because there is a lesson
to be learned from it, especially for girls. Many years ago in my country, Iran, and in my
city, Tehran, a sixteen-year-old girl suddenly fell in love with a young boy. She was a
beautiful, slim and tall girl with blonde hair and blue eyes. She had met him only a few
times but she really loved the boy. So one day, they decided to go on a date. The boy
told her that red was his favourite colour. The next day, the girl wore a red dress, red
shoes, red bag and scarf. She went to the place where they were supposed to meet.
She waited for him but he didn’t show up. She waited there all day from morning till late
night but the boy didn’t show up. | was a young girl at the time. Every tfime that | passed
through the Ferdosi square, | could see a beautiful young girl in red outfit there, no
matter sunshine or rain. She was holding a red umbrella and was wearing a red jacket
when it was raining.

Her father was a colonel and her mother was a doctor. She had two sisters and one
brother. They were always arguing with her that she was crazy and that she had left
everything behind in her life but fo go and wait there in that outfit. They couldn’t stop
her in any way because she would run away and stand there waifing. Lots of men kept
annoying and bad mouthing her when passing by her but even that couldn’t bother
her. The only thing she could think of was that one day the boy wold come and see her
waiting. In my country, there are times during the winter when it's snowing very hard
and snow can reach knee deep with freezing temperatures at nights. Even when it

was that cold she would be standing there waiting for the boy to come. No one would
believe it but she waited there for him on the same spoft for seventy years. She passed
away while she was wearing a red dress, when she was eighty-six, frozen in the snow.
Her parents abandoned her. Her family never accepted her again as a family member.
They believed she tarnished their reputation. Many journalists interviewed her; many
photographers became interested in her story. She said decisively to all of them: he will
come, | can assure you.

She waited many years for him and died there but he never came. It could happen to
any girl or woman but it's the girls who should think wisely: don’t waste your life for this
kind of people. The spot where the girl used to wait was at a location in the city where
everyone would pass by at least once a week or at least a month. Or maybe the boy
passed by during these years, seventy years, but ignored her. | think he was a cold
hearted boy who didn’t want to end her waiting. She died wishing to see him at least
once again. When she passed away, it was a minor news in Tehran and some other
cities: the woman in red of Tehran passed away! As Baba Taher, a Persian poet, says;
it's good to have the kindness from both sides otherwise one sided kindness is nothing
but trouble.
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